longing, the insanity of it all, the impact of this strange
meteor-like being from a different plane on her own soft,
overstuffed, plush-covered life. "Love/' thought Mrs. Carter,
" what do the young people of to-day know of love?" The
deadly danger of love, the ecstasy of being in sin, the secret,
the mystery, the forbidden passion, the hidden pain. They
have killed love with ail thek sloppy tolerance, with all this
messy business of elopement and divorce and elopement
again* The evening after they had parted for ever, she had
presided at an official dinner for twelve. A former President
had been her neighbour at table. She wore a low-cut dress
of shot taffeta and a bow of the same taffeta in her hair. She
had parted from Pierre, and it was like dying every minute
anew with unbearable pain. And there she had been smiling,
talking, watching the guests and the servants, presiding in
her taffeta dress, the perfect hostess, the lady of the house
without a stain on her reputation, but with a heart broken
into sharp little splinters. Later she had gone into the nursery
and put her head down on the pillow next to her little daugh-
ter's head and there she had fallen asleep. * . .

Mrs. Carter opened her eyes with a start. Her head had
sunk forward but she didn't believe that she had dozed off.
Why don't they ever start? she thought impatiently. Again
the theatre with all its faces, boxes, balconies began to revolve
in front of her, but she pulled herself together and fixed her
eyes steadily upon the frame of the stage, and after a few
seconds it all came to a stop like a merry-go-round when it
slows down. She took her opera glass and directed it upon
an empty seat in the first row. Her fingertips were numb and
stiff, like wood. " Maybe I'm beginning to die inch by inch,"
she thought with a little smile. Though she felt old and tired
she never thought of death. She was very impatient now
that it should begin, that Pierre should take his place and
taise his baton so that her eyes and ears and her heart and
her whole being might feast again for one whole, long, happy
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